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e Cowards are cruel, but the Brave 
Love Mercy, and delight to ſave.” 
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ADVERTISEME NI. 


H E following little Poem owes its birth to the 


virtuous efforts of the friends of the conſtitution 


of this country, Its Glory as an Empire, and its In- 
tereſt as a Commercial State; and is intended to com- 


memorate TH1s auſpicious moment, and to prove, that 
Uniformity of Conduct, and Unanimity of Sentiment, 
with ſteady Perſeverance, is ſufficient to conſtitute the 
Glory of a State, and the Happineſs of a People, which 


are inſeparable, and can never be preſerved indepen- 
dent of each other, 
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As AIN Britannia's Genius rears her head, 
3 penſive mourning 9er her country's woes: 
Peace, ſmiling Peace] by teeming Plenty led, 
With joyful haſte ſweet hope at length beſtows, 
She comes, propitious to each Briton's pray'r ! 
She comes, propitious to ſtrong nature's plea |! 
She comes, induſtry's fainting heart to chear, 


At her approach, famine and war ſhall flee. 
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Where' er ſhe comes, ambition checks its pride, 
And luſt of pow'r falls proſtrate at her feet; 
Soft pay heav'nly maid ! attends her fide, | 
And health and commerce her arrival greet ! 
Long has her abſence ſtain'd th' hiſtoric page, 
And num'rous foes inſulted Albion's More 
She fled, affrighted at our impious rage, 
While truth and virtue did her flight deplore. 


Penſive ſne ſat— the wither” d olive round 


Her facred brow, beſpdke her Woe-worn heart; 


She mourn d her ſons perverſe who gave the 8 


And i in a brother 8 breaſt transfixt the dart. 


The enamell' d vaſes that deck this favour'd ie: | 

The ſtately oak that guards its fiored coaſt, 
For ever floutiſh'd; when beneath her ſmile, 

While trade and plenty were Britahnia's boaſt, 


But 
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But when ſhe fled, no more the valleys ſung; 

No more the ſpreading oak beftow'd its ſhade ; 
No more ſweet echo thro' the woodland rung, 

Nor happy lover's wander'd thro the glade. 
The matron trembling under age's hand, 

Sat penſive at the roofleſs cottage-door ; 
Weeping her child, torn from his native land, 


Nor hopes to 15 ber only comfort more. 


While the poor tott'ring fire, with years bent down, 
Reſumes the plough- ſhare from ſharp hunger's plea ; 
Ye gay, ye great—theſe are the woes that groan, 


Throughout the land, ſweet Peace! unbieft by thee. 


There droops the widow d wife,—cach arm ſuſtains 
A ſmiling babe robb' d of. a father's care; 


Tho ruſtic-bred, her peaking eye explains 


Lee. want, her w roe, Lo every 3 and fear. 


The 


( 4 ) | 
The North blaſt ruſhing thro':the-unthatch'd, cot, 
Paints to her heart the dangers” of the dees; 
The toils that mark the vaſſal's cruel lot: TA 


At woes like theſe even ſavage breaſts would weep. 


No chearful embers on the cold hearth. blaze, 
Nor jocund tale the winter eve beguile; 


Famine and cold their rigid pow'r diſplays, 
And ev'ry ſocial joy denies its ſmile. 
The virgin pining by the willow” d ftream, 


Mourns her loſt lover on th embattled plain; ; 


In trembling ; accents tunes her mournful theme, | 


His broken vows, and war's deſtructive reign. 


Long has Britannia' $ Faithful fons* eſſay d 


ö i To woo Peace back to this divided had; 
| But foul 3 only Was obey d. 


While hate and pride bore uncontroul'd command, 


* The Minority. 
But 
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But liberty, who built her adamantine tow'r 

On Albion's envy'd ſilver cliffs, on high, 
Inſpires her virtuous ſons with ſacred pow'r 

To fave their country, and its foes defy, 
At FoREIGN foes each Britiſh breaſt recoils, 

They eager graſp the juſt chaſtiſing ſword, 
While with majeſtic joy Bellona imiles, 

And wreathes for-ev'ry brow a bright reward. 
See the brave veteran, whoſe delight is war, 

Who pluck'd the laurel midſt the cannons roar, 
While the ſhrill trumpet ſounding from he 

To die or conquer, aſk d of heav'n no ks 
Behold that hero who has often bled | 

For England's weal, and hurl'd deſtruction ns: 
Tho' Roman honours grace his facred head, 


F 


And Io Peans his great deeds reſound ; 


+ Reſts 
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Reſt on his Miata, ank Theatlis the hoffile dart, 
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Sated with death, reviews the impious ſtrife, = 
Which plants tlie dagger ia the Kindred heart, 57 0 

And blaſts each bloom, each ſweet of human life, 
Rending the air with frantic parents' cries, 

Whoſe execrations tdunt to Hekv'n's high throne, 
See from the impious fight the brave man flies, 

While foul Uiferace the coward victors crown: 

For none but coivarth, traftörd, fools, or knaves 

Would plunge a dagger in their offsprings breaſt, 
Whoſe youthful arm oft-titncs its Bite faves, 

When by inſulting pow rful foes oppreſt. 
If ſtates whan had by domeſtic broils, 

To paraſites 5 traitors GR their fate, 
Who was againſt its ſafety for the ſpoils, 

And benefit by woes their arts create : 


Should 


(NT. 

Should ſpurn their faithful ſubjects from the throne, 

Then ſlav'ry, ſhame, and anarchy at length; 
Beneath whoſe weight an injur'd people groan, 

In time ſhall rouſe, and prove THaT exzorLs's ſtrength, 
Hail, England ! hail this bleſt auſpicious hour! 

Which proves that freedom has not fled the land, 
The dame ere long will re-aſſume her pow'r, 

With ten- fold Rrengch, and bear ſupreme command. 
When ſuch a veteran as a Conway pleads, 

Even Kings themſelves muſt full conviction feel. 
No longer ſhall a brother's boſom bleed, 

But EVEN Br-----k ſheath the murd'ring ſteel; 
While the deep ſtateſman's conſcious ſoul appears, 

Dark cunning guides his tongue, his cheek turns pale, 
Pride, pride forbids him to betray his fears ; 


And truth, and virtue's ſacred pow'rs prevail. 


See 


9 


See ſlavery crouch beneath fair freedom's wand, 


Sce ill got honours wither, rot and die; 


See R—1 bounty mark the traitor band, 


And hoarded wealth like chaff in whirlwinds fly. 
While guilt retires to ſhun the ſacred hand, 

Of flow but certain juſtice, in whoſe ſcale 
Or ſoon or late the foes of Britain's'land 

Shall feel their virtues or their crimes prevail. 
While the brave ſew who ne'er can deign to bend 

For tinſel joys beneath a t——t's frown ; 
Shall {till Britannia's injur'd rights defend, 

While fame and gratitude their toils ſhall crown. 


Long in the glorious cauſe did theſe contend, 


Unſhock by bribes, or undiſmay'd by fear; 


Their country's ſaviour and their prince's friend, 


Force d ey'n from guilt itſelf the conſcious tear.“ 


* In a certain debate-Lord N—h wept. 
Let 


(-- 9:3 


Let monarchs ſtudy nature's'page alone, 


And recollect that heav'n the ſcepter gave 
To bleſs mankind, and their induſtry crown, 
To guard their rights, and recompence the brave. 
But when that aweful judgement-day ſhall come, 
Which even atheiſts dare not Qurre deny; 
Even God's vicegerents muſt await their doom, 
While murder'd hoſts their ſavage pow'r defy. 
Brothers ſhall plead, and paint the bloody war, 
Which blotted England's page with kindred gore, 
E'en ſtern Bellona turn'd her bloody car, 
And fixt her empire on the Gallic ſhore. 
Ohl ſhame to Britain, who ſo long expos'd 
Her riſing ſtates to treach'rous Gallic art, 
To them their fruitful ſoil its wealth diſclos'd, 


And brib'd the Gaul to take the ſuff 'rer's part. 


D And 


C:i-2Q .} 
And well they will the infant ſtate ſupport, 
If haughty England does not kindly treat, 
Her harraſs'd ſons, their faith and friendſhip court, 
And more than half-way reconcilement meet. 
"Tis noble to forgive | tis great to fave ! 
Cowards love carnage, but themſelves defend, 
While heav'n-born mercy ever marks the brave, 
While fiends and hirelings in ſuch ſtrife contend:. 
But ſounds of arms no more fhall vex the land, 
Domeſtic + no more diſgrace our name; 
Let foreign foes come on, with heart and hand 
Britons will fight for freedom and for fame. 
Their fleets ſhall ride triumphant on the main, 
And Spain and France confeſs their ancient ſway, 
No more their hoſts hall tread the kindred plain, 
But crowns and ates. ſhall England's nod obey. 


The 
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The ſoldier arm'd againſt a foreign foe, 


With ardor glowing, climbs the craggy ſteep ; 
Bares his brave boſom to the coming blow, 

And the rough failor chearful ploughs the deep. 
In ſuch a cauſe, the virgin hand would bind 

The glitt'ring faulchion to her lover's fide 3 
In the full breaſt the parent pang confin'd. 

The fire would lead the fon with noble pride; 
Send his beſt hope to fight his country's cauſe, 

To die or conquer in the glorious ſtrife ;. 
For ſlaves who patient bear oppreſſive laws, 


No more deſerve to taſte the ſweets of life. 


Come | then angelic Peace, and heal each wound; 


Unite the ſcyon to its native oak; 
By facred Truth, be the bleſt friendſhip crown'd, 
More firm, more faithful, from each hoſtile ſtroke. 


Tho' 


(12) 
Tho' violated faith the Gods deteſt, 


Let true repentance will atone the crime; 
The heart which pardons ſhall be doubly bleſt, 

And its fair fame reſound from clime to clime. 
The deſolated city ſoon ſhall riſe, 

Bright as a phenix from her kindred ſkies, 
Her lofty ſpires ſhall penetrate the ſkies, 
While Britain glories in her riſing fame-: 
Nor blindly jealous, ſpurn from her embrace, 
The ſons ſhe once had nurtur'd in her breaſt ; 


A brave, a guiltleſs, an induſtrious race, 


Who ſought like HER with freedom to be bleft. 


To ſcourge the ſon, for what the parent taught; | 
Beſpeaks blind folly in her wild career ; 


When once the ſound of liberty is caught, 


The ſoul defies cach danger, toil, and fear. 


** 


54 
The ſacred pledge, the partial gift of heav'n! 
Shall ſtill o'er Albion wave her banners high; 
Untainted ſhall the precious boon be giv'n, 
When time ſhall ceaſe, back to its native ſky. 
No venal tribe, no tyrant arm ſhall dare, 
Raviſh that birth-right from a Briton's brow ; 
In its defence; each virtuous ſon will dare 
Even death itſelf, and dauntleſs meet the foc. 
While the baſe hand that aims th' infernal ſtroke, 
Accurs'd by heav'n, unnerv'd ſhall drop the dart; 
Shall flee diſmay'd, and bear ſome tyrant's yoke, 
Or pine and pierce its own invenom'd heart. 
Trembling beneath an injur'd people's frown, 
The venal tribe ſkulk *neath a titled name; 
A name, perhaps, that once did merit Crown, 
And ſtampt {ome noble line with honeſt fame. 
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But ſoon again the herald's toil ſhall ſhew 

A prince's judgement and a people's love; 
Prove what bright honors are to merit due, 

What virtue ſcorns, and what the good approve. 
No more corruption's direful hand ſhall wield 

Her poiſon'd. bow, and dart her arrows round 
Fair freedom ſhall oppoſe her radiant ſhield, 

Blunt her fell points, and all her wiles confound. 
Peans ſhall reach the vaulted arch of heayv'n | 

Each virtuous name ſhall be announc'd on high ; 
The hireling and traitor to their hell be driv'n, 

While truth and virtuous deeds ſhall never die. 
Cowards, incendiaries, flatterers and knaves, 

Shall genie ſhrink before the honeſt band; 
Who ne'er will fee their fellow-ſubjets ſlaves, 


Or in a brother's blood imbrue their hand. 


Urge 


12 
Urge that no herald's page Americans can boaſt, 
We gave them earth twas barren, cold and bare 
Have they not toil'd, and laviſh'd on our coaſt 
Their gratitude, till torn by impious war? 
The prudent gard'ner, when he plants a flow'r, . 
With rapture views the riſing bloom appear; 
Anticipates with joy the halcyon hour, 
That ſhall reward his late and early care. - 
Not ſo has weak, has erring Britain ſcen 
Her real intereſt, and her native pride; 
Once of the world the conqu'ring ſov'reign queen, 
When arts and commerce flouriſh'd by her fide : 
Her name ſtruck terror ev'n in barren ſoils, 
And Indians trembled when Britannia frown'd; 
But now, even ſavages partake our ſpoils, 


And England's annals with diſgraces . 
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(56) 
Sce German hoſts—our p- 's kindred blood, 
Drove by their ſtarving maſters to the plain, 
Barter'd like beaſts, increas'd the crimſon flood, 
Or ſtow'd like felons, fed the hungry main. 
Truth, we are told—the wiſe ſhould never tell ; 
Stateſmen their ſafety truſt to foul deceit: 
But time ſhall guilt as well as truth reveal, 
And foul oppreſſion its juſt ſcourge ſhall meet. 
But let the muſe reign her ſable plume, 
And bind her brow with blooming roſes round ; 
No more ſhall impious hate the land conſume, 
Nor free-born fouls in ſervile chains be bound. 
Britannia ſhall her native pow'r regain, 


America her grateful offerings ſhow'r | 


Sweet Peace ſhall ſmile on th' Atlantic plain, 


While Gallic art ſhall dread their mutual pow'r. 


May 
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3. 
May heav'n avert one ſingle voice ſhould aim, 
To plead for war, or ſooth a prince's pride; 
May freedom's ſons hold firm their ſacred claim, 
And by their country's rights with truth abide. 
So ſhall the land rejoice, the vallies ſing, 
Domeſtic peace return, and commerce ſmile ; - 
Fame ſhall, exulting, ſpread her golden wing, 
And loaded barks reward the merchant's toil. 
Theſe are the bleſſings this auſpicious hour 
Prophetic promiſes to Albion's ſhore ; 
Freedom ſhall re· aſſert her ſacred pow'r, 
And venal influence prevail no more. 
Drive from our councils ev'ry coward band, 
And ſnatch the circlet from the traitor's brow, 
Confine at once corruption's lavith hand, 


Nor round the baſe let ermin'd honors flow. 


F Shall 


( 18 ) 
Shall Percy, C'andiſh, Howard's noble race, 
Shall Spencer, Mancheſter, and Oſborne bend,, 


And ſuffer t——s, cowaRDs, to diſgrace 
Their incient honors, and for rank contend ? 
Shall Keppel, Conway, England's guardian friend, 
Behold a S---k-----e in their preſence ſtand ? 
Whoſe arm did never Freedom's cauſe defend, 
But coward fled before the Gallic band.“ 
Miltaken Peer ! no coronet can veil 
Thy foul diſgrace, or blot the engraven page; 


Remembrance, ſtrong remembrance will prevail, 


And paint thy treach'ry to each future age. 


Reſign thy crimſon robe, and hide thy ſhame, 
Shun honeſt men, aſſociate with thy kind, 
Pollute not Britiſh honours with thy name, 


But herd with brutes congenial to thy mind: 
Battle of M—d—n. 


C9 7 
And for a feaſt ſeek out ſome brother's heart, 
Depopulate ſome town, fome temple raze; 
Point at old age thy impious coward dart, 


But let no deed humane thy fame diſgrace. 


While the brave veteran who has check'd thy pride, 


And mourns thy unſlack'd thirſt for kindred gore, 


Shall on the wings of fame triumphant ride, 
And ſcatter bleſſings rounls from ſhore to ſhore. 
A grateful people ſhall record the hour, 
When freedom's arm the glorious vict'ry gain'd, 
Which ſhew'd venality how e her power, 
How ſhort the triumph by her arts obtain d. 
True patriot virtue has been oft defin d, 
But ſound reflection with not judge in haſte; 
Is it to rank, to ſenſe, to wealth confin'd, 


Or only the deprav'd effect of taſte? 


The 
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| The cynic cries, it is an empty name, 

4 The child of poverty, the ſon of pride; 

| The jeſt, the ſporting card of fame ; 
And ſuch opinion is not oft deny d. 

With miniſters, with placemen this ſeems true, 
No Vid run can an Oprosiriox guide; 


Tis pique, — tis rancour ſtimulates the few, 


Who dare attempt to ſhake a ſtateſman's pride; 
But when we view the perfect joys that flow, 
From plenty, induſtry, and domeſtic peace; 


With gratitude each lighten'd breaſt muſt glow, 
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1 And ſounds of war and heart- felt ſorrows ceaſe. 

| Theſe are thy fruits, ſweet Liberty alone! 

| FR 'Tis Rill for Britons to aſſert their right! 

; | 99 They may appeal before thy ſacred throne, 

Where no baſe hirelings veil thee from their fight. 


A people's 
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A people's plaudits are the voice of God, 
Kings are but vaſſals to diſpenſe his laws ; 
A people's rage his juſt chaſting rod, 
For heav'n watches o'er their ſacred cauſe. 
Ceaſe, then, the impious war, ye ein 8 
And let repentance mark your wiſh'd retreat; 
Hide ſrom each injur'd eye each guilty face, 
And by contrition juſt revenge defeat. 
No longer err retire be timely wile, 
Tho' ſlow to anger, yet the noble breaſt 
Patient beholds the venom'd ſerpent riſe, 
And twine and hiſs, and rear his golden creſt; 
But rous' d at laſt, the reptile's pow'r deſtroys. 
So Britains if provok'd not long will bear 
Oppreſſion's rod, —revenge each thought employs, 


And nerves the arm to'wage domeſtic war. 


G Come, 
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Come, gentle Peace | and bend before the throne, 
Lay the bleſt olive at our Monarch's feet ; 
Plead for the nations that in anguiſh groan, 
Speak to his heart, and his dark foes defeat. 
Kings are but men; nature will ever reign, 
Rouſe all the hufband, father, in his heart, 
Paint war before him with its horrid train, 
Brunſwick ſhall willing drop the hoſtile dart.. 
This boon obtain d. no more ſhall England mourn,, 
No foes ſhall long infult. this favour'd iſle, 
Glory and wealth united ſhall return; 
And G---ge once more regain his people's ſmile: 
But till that hour is regiſter'd in. heav'n, 
Inteſtine broils and ſhame ſhall vex the land, 


To the Atlantic ſhores the arts be driv'n, 


And perſecution rule with iron hand. 


Our 


4 

Our foes exulting ſhall our arms defy, 

And famine curſe th' uncultivated ſoil ; 
Commerce to diſtant kinder ſhores ſhall fly, 

And all the nations round divide the ſpoil. 
But Hope, thou faithful frind of human kind, 

Spread the bright ray, and gild the op'ning cloud, 
Come, Freedom, come, each Britiſh boſom bind, 

Firm to thy cauſe, and ſound the charge aloud ; 
Come on, my fons, unite with heart and hand, 
Thy name once heard, this cruel ftrife ſhall ceaſe, 
Soft Pity ſhall extend her magic wand, 

And ev'ry throbbing villa plead for peace. 
Led by her hand, America ſhall come 

And lay her riches at Britannia's feet; 
With gratitude ſhall hail her ancient home, 


And kindred breaſts with genuine rapture beat. 


Spurn 
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Spurn Gallic treach'ry from the fertile plain, 
Unite with England to'chaſtiſc its foes, 
While each the other's ſacred rights maintain, 
And mutual confidence and aid beſtows. 


To thee, brave Conway, be an altar rais'd, 


Thou honeſt veteran, godlike mercy's friend, 


Thy noble efforts be for eyer prais'd, 


For virtuous fame like thine can never end. 


May'ſt thou ſtill live to ſcourge inteſtine foes, 


To drag each tr from th' inſulted throne, 
To trace their arts, their foul deſigns diſcloſe, 
While grateful Britons ſhall their guardian own, 
To thee they truſt, their anxious boſoms wait, 
Hope, doubt, and dread ſpeak in each eager eye; 
And from thy lips expect their country's fate, 


Reſolv'd in Freedom's arms to live—or die. 


England 


( 25) 
England can ne'er be conquer'd but at home, 
Let princes keep in mind the aweful ſound ; 
Her ſtrength, her ſafety from herſelf muſt come, 
And if e el, herſelf firſt gave the wound. 
This is a truth ev'n Machi'val would own, 
If his dark page was trac'd with reaſon's eye; 
Whoſe artful precepts noble minds difown, 
And fear its baleful influence ne'er will die. 
But let the Muſe prophane her plume no more 
With themes like theſe, but raiſe her filver wing, 
In Freedom's cauſe, the righteous Gods implore 
And gentle Peace, and Conwar's praiſes ſing. 
But, hark! yon trump proclaims the Goddeſs nigh, 
Her radiant ſhield divides the lucid air ; 
Fame with loud peans re-echoing ee the ſky, 


Shall to the nations round this notice bear : 
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